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FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE,

ON   NITH-SIDE.

XHOU whom chance may hither Iead5
Be thou clad in russet weed,
Be thou deckt in silken stole.
Grave these counsels on thy souL

Life is but a day at most5
Sprung from nightj in darkness lost;
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour.
Fear not clouds will always lour.
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